I^O                               C^SAR   IS   DEAD

The words died away, and she was filled with agonising
horror at herself. "O God help me, I could have saved
him, and I let him die/3 she cried, frantically, and threw
herself over Tertulla's legs, weeping uncontrollably. Why
should she pretend to herself any longer that she hadn't loved
Caesar, loved him always?

ANTONIUS was drunk, and had not wanted to take her, and
for that reason she had made him take her, though she
loathed his wine-sour breath, the tedium of his wine-numbed
embrace. Now she lay thinking. She hated him, as always,
for having taken her, for rolling into slumber while she
throbbed awake. She hated him because the embrace was
ended for him, but for her it might prelude nine months of
fearful waiting. She hated him because he would go out
into action tomorrow and she would sit at home.

But he was hers. Already her mind was busy, fighting to
protect him, to attack all the other competitors for the vacant
throne of power. She hated him, but she would have thrown
her body between him and the arrow twanging from the
bow of an enemy. She had borne him a son and had little
more care for the child than for his father; but if milk had
failed the world, she would have stabbed her breast and fed
the child with blood.

Thinking in the darkness lay Fulvia, while sweat broke
out of the pores of her inflamed body. She tossed about.
She bit at her wrist and lay face down, one leg hanging out of
the bed over the bed-rail, her toes tearing at the bear-skin rug*

In the room across the passage Lucius lay with his ear
against the wall, listening. Was the creaking still going on
in the room opposite? He clenched his teeth and ran a
finger savagely down the scar on his cheek.

THE politicians slept, and the people slept, even those without
shelter or those who had been drinking, gambling, and
kissing; and whereas the politicians, whether fretting con-
servatives or stranded Csesarians like Antonius, had no longer
takett thought of Caesar, seeing him as a dead man whose
good or bad was done, the people heatd only one
"Caesar has died for us."